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Four of a Kind 


Chapter 11 


Beth had been skeptical when | explained to her that | had a solution to our abstinence 
problem—which was understandable, given that | refused to tell her ahead of time what exactly that 
solution was. What can | say? | like surprising people. She also sounded eager to meet Jen, though | 
hadn’t mentioned Jen’s new body parts. All in all, the weekend was shaping up to be quite exciting. 
Sometimes, thinking back on it, I’m still shocked by how much happened to us in such a short period of 
time; Jen had transformed from a normal (albeit exceptionally sexy) girl into a hermaphrodite with two 
growing cocks and tits the size of medicine balls, and | had developed some seriously powerful spiritual 
abilities that | didn’t even begin to understand—and that was just Monday! 


Our developments continued apace throughout the week as Beth’s milk worked its magic on my 
cock, and her sister’s hermaphrodite-semen kept my breasts continually expanding. And of course, 
whatever happened to me happened also to Jen, in a more extreme form. We became sort of obsessed 
with tracking our growth in as much detail as possible, measuring each other multiple times each day. | 
have to admit, I’ve always loved measuring body parts, especially another woman’s tits. There’s just 
something fundamentally sexy about quantifying just how huge a huge pair of tits is. And we were 
certainly getting huge. 


Things had accelerated, you see—my rate of breast-growth had already been speeding up, and 
continued to gain stream through Tuesday and Wednesday, but | was surprised to find out that my penis 
was growing faster, too. Apparently as Beth’s milk built up in my system, it began to have a more 
pronounced effect. | may have also been drinking a bit more than my prescribed dosage, but | figured it 
was an imprecise science anyway. The bottom line is that Jen and | had a lot to adjust to. Clothes were 
obviously an issue, given our new proportions, but so was keeping our dicks in our respective skirts— 
pants were out, of course. Jen in particular had no experience with keeping an erection at bay, which is 
something everyone with a penis learns by the age of 15—hopefully. | recommended she wear the most 
restrictive underwear she had as a protective barrier, but there were more than a few times where Jen 
had to wait for a room to clear out before standing up. On the bright side, when she was sitting down, 
her tits completely obscured her lap, giving her some privacy. 


Meanwhile | was falling in love with my new bust. | was constantly turned on by myself, and 
stopped to look in any reflective surface | could find. The attention | received was astonishing; | had 
always been the target of tons of male lust, and I didn’t realize it could get any more intense. | was 


wrong. The bigger my bosom swelled, the more men became drooling idiots around me—and women 
too! It was a dream come true, especially as my already-astronomical libido reached new heights. 


But what | had to deal with was of course completely eclipsed by Jen—in fact, most things were 
eclipsed by Jen, or at least by her breasts. As my growth accelerated, so did hers, and so did the gawking 
stares, the uninvited touching, the questions, and so on. Still, she took it like a champ. | think having two 
dicks of her own was part of what made the adjustment easier, if you can believe it. Jen had always liked 
girls, of course—our own sexual history was proof enough of that—but she was first-and-foremost a 
penis-oriented person. That is, she loved dick. The female form was beautiful and erotic in its own way, 
but without a cock attached (like mine), it was ultimately a side-show to her. Jen’s opinion on that 
changed when she became a futanari like me; as he body became sexually omnivorous, so did her 
appetites. She understood just how painfully alluring a woman could be, how a hot girl could trigger the 
kind of unbearable yearning that simply demanded release. And that meant that she understood the 
appeal of her own breasts in a new way—the same way that | appreciated my own expanding 
endowments. Plus, Jen’s already high-rev sex-drive had been set on fire since she became a dickgirl, so 
she was more welcoming of extra sexual attention. 


Wednesday was the most intense day of growth for the two of us—we actually had to leave 
campus early that day because Jen was rapidly growing out of the only sweatshirt | could find that still fit 
her. We continued measuring obsessively, between our sexual escapades, and it seemed like things 
were finally coming to an end by that evening. In the final accounting that night, | had ballooned up to a 
stupefyingly-huge 34N. That’s a 48-inch bust measurement. It also meant that Beth, with her 32M-cups, 
hadn’t been entirely truthful when she told me that | wouldn’t get bigger than her. Still, | wasn’t 
complaining. They were amazingly firm and spherical, too, still holding onto that fake look that | enjoyed 
so much; each of my tits projected out from my body about the same distance as the length of them 
from top-to-bottom (about 7 inches, by the way—which is an awful lot of clearance to have to deal with 
protruding from your chest). Because of their extreme roundness, they didn’t even hang down to my 
waist, let alone to my personal goal of having them obscure my belly-button. They also weighed a ton, 
or so it felt to me. | had no pain or discomfort, which | assumed was a thankful side-effect of the magical 
energies responsible for my transformation, but | was keenly aware of just how damn heavy my new tits 
were: about 11 pounds put together, according to how much weight | had gained since this all began. 
My cock was plugging along too, growing at its comparatively sedate pace, but as | said before, it was 
definitely growing a bit faster—in particular it was thickening nicely. | was up to 16 % inches long, and 10 
%2 inches around. According to the bathroom scale when | laid my hard cock out on it, my prick weighed 
a ridiculous five pounds entirely on its own! 


Of course, my changes were positively tame compared to sweet, petite, freakishly-endowed Jen. 
First of all, her cocks were now over 21 inches long, although their girth stayed fixed at 6 % inches. The 
damn things came nearly up to her chin without her even bending over! But her tits were the real 
attraction. At three times the volume of my own pneumatic jugs, Jen measured a whopping 56 inches 
‘round her bust! Given her incredibly tiny frame, and 28-inch band size, that meant she had actually 
grown right out of the alphabet! We decided, for short-hand’s sake, to call her a “28B-2” cup, meaning 
that she was two sizes beyond a hypothetical 28Z cup—not that anyone manufactured sizes even close 
to that. Really, it was just a way for us to conceptualize how goddamn enormous Jen had grown. 


About a quarter of her 126 pound body-weight was located in her mammaries, which weighed 
together something like 31 or 32 pounds, we roughly figured. Despite their more natural shape than my 
artificial-looking orbs, Jen’s tits still stuck out farther than mine—just over eight inches of clearance was 
required between her and whatever was in front of her. They also hung down a couple inches past her 
navel, hovering deliciously close to the top of her hips, and spilled out to either side of her torso so 
much that you could see most of her tits even from behind! They were, in short, glorious. 


We even measured everything about our jizz—my balls were now each the size of a large navel 
orange, or a small grapefruit, and Jen’s were half-again larger. With a little math, we figured out that 
mine were probably about 450ccs each, or big enough to fit a B-cup bra, basically. Not surprisingly, then, 
our output of cum could only be described as “gratuitous.” We measured in the morning, after a full 
night’s recovery, and found that | was able to put out five-and-a-half ounces of grade-A dickgirl spunk, 
and Jen was able to shoot four-and-a-half ounces from each of her cocks—over one cup in total. My tits, 
given their now-massive size, were also able to unload a very respectable two ounces or so from each of 
my rock hard nipples—which were about four inches long when erect, which was most of the time. 


Needless to say, cleanup after sex took a lot longer than it had before. 


On Thursday, we refrained from our normal morning shenanigans, deciding to save all our pent- 
up libido for Beth. Jen was particularly excited; she had still yet to use her dicks on anyone. She wasn’t 
ready to reveal them to our friends at school, and | refused to let her fuck me—not because it was 
unappealing, but because | enjoyed torturing her entirely too much, and because | always preferred 
taking a dominant attitude with Jen. | had given her leave to fuck Beth, however—only after I broke her 
in, of course. | was open-minded, but | still wanted my girlfriend’s first fuck in years to be from me. 


We set out for Beth’s house at 10 a.m., eager to get the day started. | drove, given that Jen 
wasn’t too confident about piloting a vehicle with her new bust in the way. She was wearing my 
sweatshirt still, with both her cocks visibly tenting the fabric on her chest; they refused to go flaccid that 
morning, so the only place to tuck them away was up against her torso, nestling the twin rods in her 
ample cleavage to hold them in place. Because the sweatshirt wasn’t able to cover her entire upper 
body, it also meant that Jen’s shafts were rather exposed in the space between the top of her skirt and 
where her schlongs disappeared into her abyssal cleavage. Still, it was either that or have them stick out 
from under her skirt, so she didn’t have a lot of options. 


| was a dressed a bit more conservatively, but that wasn’t saying much—my grey t-shirt was 
stretched to its absolute limits, showing most of my midriff and strained to the point that it had become 
basically see-through over my breasts. It didn’t help that my four-inch-long nipples were completely 
rigid, further stretching the shirt and exposing me. We certainly didn’t dawdle in public on our way to 
the car. 


As we pulled into Beth’s long driveway, Jen perked up. 


“Wow, | know you said she was loaded, but | didn’t think her place was going to be like this,” she 
said. 


| rolled my eyes. “Try not to drool when you see the house,” | chided. Jen could get a little 
fixated on wealth, | knew. 


| buzzed the gate and we rolled on in, parking my beat-up Civic next to one of the Bentleys | had 
seen before. This time, though, | didn’t feel intimated by the luxury—I was too excited to show off my 
transformations to Beth. Sure, money is nice, and Beth’s family had a lot of it, but | was part of a much 
more exclusive club now. | had things that money could never buy. Jen, however, was predictably in 
awe of the estate. 


By the time we got to the front door, | realized that | was shivering. | was excited, nervous, 
curious. How would Beth take everything? What would she say? | had wanted to surprise her, but 
suddenly | was wondering if that hadn’t been the best idea. When she opened the door and | saw her 
face, and the radiant warmth of her smile, all that doubt melted away. This was my girl, and | knew 
things would be just fine. 


“Oh my god! Erica!” was the first thing out of her mouth. She had a huge grin on her face as she 
looked my changed body up and down. “You look incredible!” We embraced, her soft pairs of tits 
pressing against my own enormous chest, and we kissed deeply. 


“And you must be Jen!” Beth said cheerily. 
“It’s great to meet you Beth,” Jen said as she held out her hand. 


“No need to be so formal; we’re all friends here,” Beth said, smiling and pushing past Jen’s hand 
for a hug. | couldn’t help but smile as | saw the look of pleasure wash over Jen’s face during their 
embrace. 


“Well, you clearly have a lot of explaining to do,” Beth said to me over Jen’s shoulder, her 
eyebrow wryly arched. 


“All good news, don’t worry,” | said with a wink. 


Requisite small-talk and introductions followed, a little of the light exposition that inevitably 
follows any introduction. Hilde came into the living room to set out some pastries, coffee, and juice, and 
eventually we had settled in enough to get down to the real topic of discussion. 


Jen and | took turns telling Beth about everything that had happened over the last week, and my 
girlfriend listened with rapt attention—and, | could tell from the hardening of her nipples and the 
expressions on her face, more than a little arousal. When we finished retelling the series of events, | was 
about to explain what this meant for Beth, but she had already grasped it, beating me to the punch. 


“So this means that you could change me, right, Erica? You could make my breast-size fixed to 
some multiple of your own, and that way we could have sex without my tits growing out of control.” 


“Exactly. At least, that’s what Jen and | figure.” 
“Well, we should test it out first before doing anything crazy, obviously,” she said. 
Beth wasted no time, standing up to unbutton her shirt and throw it over a chair. 


“Come on, what are you waiting for?” she asked, while | sat riveted to that still-novel sight of 
four heavy ebony jugs. 


After taking a moment to collect myself, | got up and positioned myself behind Beth, while Jen 
watched eagerly from the sofa. | reached around Beth’s body, gently squeezing her tits with my hands— 
one hand on the upper pair, and one hand on the lower. 


“Beth, from now on, your tits will be twice the size of my own, and no larger.” 


| felt the tingle of electricity run down my arms and into Beth, and felt her jump slightly as it 
happened. Then the swelling followed, spreading my fingers apart as they pressed into Beth’s soft, dark- 
brown tits. To my surprise and confusion, however, the swelling stopped abruptly, after Beth had only 
expanded a modest amount. 


“Is that it?” Beth asked, turning around to face me. She was definitely bustier—noticeably so— 
but not nearly as much as she should have been. | frowned. 


“Hold on, let me see something,” | said before taking off my shirt. 


Once we were both topless, | compared my own chest to Bethany’s. After a bit of snooshing, 
cupping, and weighing, | figured out what seemed to be the problem. 


“| think it changed you so that all four of your tits put together are twice as big as my two,” | 
said. “So, each of your pairs individually is the same size as my pair.” 


“Ohhh, that makes sense!” Beth said, relieved. 
“You were a 32M before, right?” | asked. 
“Yeah.” 


“OK, and I’m a 34N, which means you should be a 320-cup now, if each pair of your boobs is as 
big as mine,” | reasoned. “Jen?” 


“Got it,” she said, passing to me the tape measure that | had brought in my handbag. 
Beth lifted up her arms and | set to work measuring her. 

“Yup, 320 exactly,” | pronounced. 

= 


“That’s amazing, Erica! That means it worked! This changes everything 


Beth practically leapt at me then, kissing me ferociously. I returned her affection just as 
vigorously, thrilled at what this meant for our relationship. 


“Hey, not to be a party-pooper, but shouldn’t you guys check to make sure she still doesn’t grow 
when she has an orgasm?” Jen asked, interrupting our excited tongue-wrestling. 


Beth pulled back. “Oh. You know, she’s right,” she said with a devious smile. 
“Wonderful point, Jen,” | said, guiding Beth to the couch. 


Beth sat down, and | knelt in front of her, taking one of her fat nipples in my mouth. | started 
teasing it with my tongue, circling the sensitive areola, and then the nub itself. | brushed it back and 
forth, and swirled around its circumference, Beth moaning all the while. Warm milk started to trickle 
into my mouth as the nipple engorged, and once it was fully erect | started suckling. Slowly, sensuously, 


taking my time in drawing out mouthfuls of sweet nectar from Beth’s productive milkers. Her moans 
crested, and | looked up to see her face in a rapture of ecstasy. | increased the pace and fierceness of my 
ministrations then, even biting her nipple gently. Beth came in moments, letting out a satisfied scream. 
She shoved a hand down her pants and fingered herself as | continued biting, sucking, and licking, our 
combined efforts ushering her into multiple climaxes. 


When it was over, | got up and tried to get a good look at her bosom. 

“They look the same to me,” | said. “Do they feel any bigger?” 

“Can't. Tell.” Beth gasped. 

| helped her up, and picked up the tape to measure her again. There was no change. 


“Exactly the same,” | said, turning Beth around to look into her eyes. They were wet with welling 
tears. 


“This is so amazing,” she said. “Everything’s different now,” she said, and we embraced again, 
holding each other for a while as warm tears of joy and relief streamed down Beth’s face. 


Eventually we separated, and she sniffled and wiped the tears from her cheeks. “Ugh, gosh, I’m 
sorry. | didn’t think it would make me so emotional,” she said as we both sat down. 


“Don’t worry about it, babe.” 
“Yeah, Beth, I’m sure I’d feel the same way,” Jen chimed in. 
“Thanks, guys.” 


A beat of silence, and then Jen chirped up again. “So, are you guys going to have sex now or 
what?” 


Beth laughed. “What’s the big hurry?” she asked. 


“Well, Erica said | could have sex with you after you guys did it, and | still haven’t gotten to 
penetrate anyone yet, so...” 


Beth turned to stare daggers at me. “Oh, she told you that, did she, Jen?” 
“Yup, she was very clear about it,” Jen said, happily throwing me under the bus. 
“Already sharing me around with your friends, huh?” 


“Babe, listen, it’s not like that—I just told her I’d be OK with it after we had our first time. Jen 
and | have been having sex for a long time, you have to understand—” 


Beth cut me off by giggling, and put a finger on my lips. 
“It’s fine, silly. | understand. But you should have seen the look on your face!” 
We all shared a laugh then at my brief panic, before Beth spoke up again. 


“Alright, well, | guess we might as well get this show on the road. Let’s go up to my room,” she 
said, standing up and taking my hand. “Jen, you can come too, if you want to watch.” 


Jen practically leapt up at that, on her feet even before | was. | shook my head and chuckled. 
Just as we were about to leave the living room, however, | felt a wave of pleasure spread throughout my 
body, and a pulse of energy resonate in my cock. With everything that had just happened, | had 
forgotten that | just drank quite a bit of Beth’s milk, straight from the teat. 


“Ummm, guys,” | said, bending over as another wave swept through me. “The milk,” | said, 
panting. 


“Oh, shit, right!” Beth yelped. “Jen, help me get her outside before it really kicks in. We’ll take 
her out to the patio.” 


They put my arms around their shoulders and helped me stagger out towards the backyard 
while incredible stimulation overwhelmed my senses and my genitals expanded rapidly, still trapped 
within the confined of my skirt and panties. 


Just as we made it through the sliding glass doors and out onto the tiled patio, | felt and heard 
my underwear rip, and my cock flopped out, hanging well below my knee-length skirt. | saw Jen’s eyes 
practically bug out of her head in awe as | started rapidly hardening. 


“Just set her down here,” Beth ordered, and they laid me down in a deck chair that pointed 
away from the pool, towards the grass beyond the patio. | was now rock-hard, a good three feet long, 
and still growing. My cock was becoming heavier and heavier, steadily pointing lower and lower, until 
the head rested heavily between my feet, inching further and further towards the edge of the deck 
chair. 


“Beth, give me more,” | grunted. | was fondling my nipples, which were streaming pre-cum 
along with my dick. 


“More what?” she asked, baffled. 
“More milk!” | moaned. “I want to be fucking enormous when | fuck you for the first time!” 


“You’re not fucking me with that!” she said, pointing at the leviathan between my legs, the head 
now beyond the deck chair’s foot, resting heavily on the ground. 


“After it goes back down,” | said, panting and pawing at myself. “I want to be huge. The biggest 
you’ve ever had.” 


| could see concern in her eyes, but also desire. Ultimately, desire won out. We were both still 
topless, and she moved towards me and bent over so that her tits swayed heavily in my face. | grabbed 
the nearest one and pulled it to my mouth, sucking with wild abandon on her gushing nipple. My eyes 
closed in rapture and | lost all sense of time and space. All | felt was pleasure, coursing through every 
inch of me. Occasionally | would open my eyes and see the expression of ecstasy on Beth’s face, or catch 
a glimpse of Jen, who had apparently stripped down and started ministering to my rod with her hands, 
mouth, and tits. | guzzled milk as fast as | could, switching to a new breast as soon as the first one 
started to run dry. Eventually Beth had to pry herself away from me in order to keep me from draining 
all four of her tits and becoming God-knows-how-huge. 


At some point | remember the deck chair breaking under the weight of my balls and shaft, but 
mostly everything was a blur. | was vaguely aware that Jen didn’t seem to have grown in proportion to 


me, which would have registered as odd if | had been able to process coherent thought. Instead, my 
consciousness was entirely sublimated to orgasm after explosive orgasm, gushing what had to be gallons 
of jizz onto Beth’s lawn. | knew that Beth and Jen were enjoying every inch of my cock, pleasuring me 
and themselves, stimulating me all over. I’m not sure if | was still growing when | passed out, but it 
wasn’t long from when everything started that | lost consciousness from over-stimulation. 


| woke up hours later to realize that it was late afternoon—| was lying down on a towel, next to 
the ruins of the crushed deck chair, and | had an umbrella positioned over me to keep me shaded. At 
first | was baffled as to where my cock went; | was no longer fantastically massive, though after gaining 
my bearings | realized that | was still sporting a ridiculously enlarged organ. Even though it was flaccid, | 
estimated that my penis was probably a good 18-to-20 inches long, and a thick as my bicep. It was 
thrilling, and | started getting hard immediately. 


By the time | had staggered to my feet, Beth was exiting the house with a glass of water in hand 
and a wide smile on her face. She was dressed again, this time wearing a lovely, form-fitting turquoise 
dress. 


“Hey sleepyhead!” she yelled over to me. 


“Hey,” | rasped, suddenly feeling very thirsty. Beth walked over and handed me the glass of 
water. | gulped it down immediately, handing the empty glass back to Beth with a suppressed burp. 
“What happened?” 


“You passed out, of course,” she said, still smiling. 
“How long was | out? Must’ve been a while; I’m back to normal.” 


“| wouldn’t call that normal,” she said, pointing at the semi-hard monstrosity dangling well 
below my knees. 


“Fair enough, but still. Is it Friday? Did | sleep all day and night?” 


“No, no. It’s still Thursday. It’s like five o’clock. You went back down because you were 
unconscious—that always happens to you.” 


“Oh,” | said, thinking back. “I guess you’re right. I’ve never passed out right away like that 
before. | always assumed it was an overnight thing.” 


“Nope, just when you conk out. It started shrinking after, like, only twenty minutes. Don’t worry 
though, we got some good pictures for you,” Beth explained, pulling out her iPhone and handing it over 
to me. 


“Holy shit!” | blurted. 


The pictures were unbelievable—I had to be fifteen feet long in them! | was unconscious in the 
photo, but mostly upright because | was propped up against my own testicles, which had grown to an 
enormous size and rested on the ground behind me, coming up nearly to my shoulders. Jen was posing 
playfully alongside my shaft, giving the victory sign in the photo. Of course. 


“We measured you,” Beth said, flipping through the photos to one of her with a tape measure— 
like the ones you use for measuring rooms or furniture—extending the full length of my rod. “You came 


in at about thirteen feet long. We had a harder time figuring out the girth, because we couldn’t actually 
get anything under your cock, but our best guess is you were somewhere between five and six feet 
around.” 


“Holy shit,” | repeated. 


| kept flipping through photos—and a couple videos—completely enraptured by the sight of this 
enormous thing attached to me. Really, it was more like / was attached to it than the other way around. 
It must have weighed hundreds of pounds, at least. In addition, there was an absolute avalanche of cum 
all over the lawn—gallons and gallons of the stuff. | was so captivated that | didn’t realize that | was 
growing fully erect until after | finished looking through the photo album. Beth, however, was very 
aware, fixated on my cock with a hungry gaze. 


“Oh, this is perfect,” | said when | came out of my reverie and noticed the true size of my 
member. | gave the phone back to Beth and admired my new futa cock. Incredibly, it was still able to 
stand almost vertical when | achieved my maximum hardness—the shaft rested heavily against my 
breasts. | ran my hands up and down the shaft, discovering that it had become even more sensitive, and 
it still retained that steel-hard feel, completely without any give or flex. Its weight was obviously 
immense, and | felt like it was about to pull me off balance—it would certainly take some adjusting. 


“Do you know how big it is?” | asked Beth. 


She nodded. “Yeah, we measured again after it stopped shrinking but while you were still hard. 
It’s about 24 and-a-half inches long, and 17 inches around. I’m pretty sure you have the biggest dick in 
the whole world, even including my family.” 


That was all Beth had to say for pre-cum to start leaking from my shiny, throbbing glans. 
“Well, how about we put this beauty to work, then? Or can you handle it?” | asked. 


“Of course | can handle it,” Beth said. “I’ve been dying to have that thing inside me since you 
passed out. | want it all. Every. Last. Inch,” she said, her face drawing closer to mine with each word, her 
voice becoming sultry and breathy. | leaned down and we kissed, the head of my prick pressing up 
against our chins and we passionately tongued. 


“Come on,” she said, taking my hand after our lips parted. “Jen’s waiting up in my room. Let’s 
go!” 


| followed her, struggling to keep up with all the new weight on my body bouncing around. It 
wasn’t just the enormous girl-dick | had to contend with, but a pair of balls that weren’t much smaller 
than my tits, frankly. | already had adjusted the way | walked when | grew to fifteen inches, but this was 
going to take a lot more getting used to. Still, we damn near ran through the house and up the stairs to 
Beth’s room. Beth threw the door open, letting it crash against the stop. Jen was sitting nude in a chair, 
absent-mindedly stroking her own cocks when we burst in—I noted to myself that they had grown 
substantially, too. 


“Come on Erica, get me out of this dress,” Beth said, turning her back to me. 


Jen snorted as she saw me trying to navigate the zipper with my own cock so stubbornly getting 
in the way, but | was too focused to take note of the humor. By God, | was on a mission. | pushed my rod 


to the left and held it there with one elbow while | unzipped Beth’s dress. It was tight over her swollen 
teats, and took some effort to pull down. | knelt down as | stripped it all the way off of her, revealing her 
naked form—no bra or panties. She stepped out of it with sensual grace, and walked over to the bed, 
where she laid down on her side, facing me and Jen. She put a hand between her legs and started 
fondling her pussy and whimpering, her heavy tits resting on the mattress and jiggling as she shivered 
with pleasure. 


“Come over here, babe. Give it to me. | want you so bad—! want your giant cock to stretch me!” 
she moaned. 


“Here, catch!” Jen said, throwing me a bottle of lube before | could move. | caught it and poured 
half the bottle all over my rod. 


| rubbed in the KY as | walked over to the far side of the bed, getting on behind Beth. My rod 
was glistening, throbbing, pulsing, spurting occasional globs of sticky pre. | had to lie down quite a bit 
away from and below Beth, more towards the foot of the bed, in order to line up my cock-head with her 
slit, which was framed perfectly by her round buttocks. She lifted her leg high in the air, giving mea 
clear line of sight. | grabbed the base of my shaft with both hands and pushed it down, directing it 
towards Beth’s sopping cunt. She moaned as | pressed the head against her puffy lower lips, and she 
gasped as | put more force behind it, thrusting into the welcoming slit. 


At first | could only spread her vulva apart, getting an inch or two inside, only far enough to 
press against the barrier of her tight vagina. But gradually her inner hole opened up, every so slowly. | 
could feel it, the ring of muscle relaxing further and further, allowing my cock-head to plunge deeper 
into Beth’s perfect body, millimeter by millimeter. The tension and anticipation was excruciating for 
both of us as | pushed my hips towards hers, her canal widening to take my full, incredible girth. Finally, 
the widest part of my head breached her cunny, and | thrust forward, driving several more inches into 
her. She screamed and writhed in pleasure, and my cock spurted several ample ropes of pre-cum. | 
wasn’t ready to blow my load just yet, though. My hyper-sensitive member was more than capable of 
finishing, but | held still for a moment and composed myself. | moved my body closer to Beth’s and 
thrust again, initiating yet another climax for my girlfriend. | was close enough to her now that | could 
look over her side and see the bulge that my hugely-thick meat was making in her abdomen. It was far 
more pronounced than it had been with Jen, thanks to my absurd girth, and | was still not even halfway 
in. I repeated these steps—moving closer to her body before thrusting my cock forcefully into her 
pussy—three more times before | was ready for the final plunge. 


She was gasping and moaning by now, and | vaguely could hear Jen’s excitement too, though | 
was only focused on Beth for the moment. My chest was now pressed up against Beth, my round 
breasts flattening out against her perfectly smooth, midnight-dark back, my nipples dribbling cum 
between us. | put my arms around her body, felt her chest heaving as she panted. | put my head in the 
crevice of her neck, kissing her along the jaw, holding myself still against her body as we both breathed. 
Then, fondling her breasts with my hands, | whispered into her ear: 


“Beth, do you want to grow?” 


“Yes! Fuck yes, Erica! Make me grow! | want my tits to swell up for you. | want to be your milk- 
cow. Fuck me and make me grow!” she moaned. 


| focused the thought, Beth’s tits will grow just as before, no matter how big she gets. Once | 
finished saying the words in my mind, | felt the familiar jolt pass through me and into her—and | thrust 
with all my might. 


Everything happened so fast—Beth came, | came, we both screamed, my cock started spurting, 
her pussy started spasming, my tits started cumming all over her back and my chest, spunk started 
shooting out of Beth’s totally stuffed pussy, and best of all, her tits started swelling. 


The bulge that my prick had made in Beth’s abdomen now extended all the way up to her 
clavicle, where | could see a clear outline of my glans through her stretching skin. Just below that, her 
massive tits were expanding, and | could feel them grow in my hands, watch them swell as they 
enveloped the bulge apparent in Beth’s torso. | wanted to keep fucking her, keep thrusting in and out of 
her tight cunt, but | was so overwhelmed with pleasure that all | could do was shiver and endure the 
most incredible full-body orgasm of my life. Luckily, Beth didn’t need anything more than that to keep 
climaxing, the rhythmic pulses of jizz filling up her tunnel and spilling out were enough to keep her in the 
throes of orgasm—and maintain the steady ballooning of her breasts. 


By the time my first orgasm mostly subsided, Beth was substantially bigger—at least two cup- 
sizes, but probably more. In control of my own body again, | started pounding her fast and hard, her 
pussy squirting loudly as juices spurted out of her. Beth’s tits started swelling faster as | jackhammered 
her, the orgasms coming more frequently and more powerfully. 


“Oh fuck, yes! | can feel them growing,” Beth screamed, squeezing her two upper tits while | 
groped the lower pair. “Keep me coming, keep me coming! Oh Gawwwwd, give me beach-ball tits, Erica! 
Turn me into your fantasy!” 


| grunted and grabbed her by the waist, using the leverage to push her hips away from me as | 
pulled out, and bring her back to me as | slammed my rod into her, increasing the force of each thrust. It 
was as | started fucking Beth like this that Jen came over, one massive cock in each hand, both dripping 
cum. Wordlessly, she put one in front of Beth’s face and the other in front of mine. We each obliged, 
taking the twin shafts in hand and putting them in our mouths. 


